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has no self-complacences, and does not pose. A man one could
soon like very much indeed !

Sunday, January zyrd.

After an interval of about nine months I sit down again to the
composition of serious fiction ; and though I make slow progress,
finding myself out of practice, I experience a satisfaction deeper
than I can get from any other sort of labour.

At Lowry and Eckhardt's studio for tea. As I went down
their street I perceived Lowry and a rather pretty girl buying
muffins from a muffin-man. It was dusk and a mist rising.
Several men in the studio, which is large, with a good collection
of antique furniture, Japanese prints and French posters ; the
posters are even visible in the obscurity of the ceiling. Eck-
hardt, with all the appearance of a simple good-natured unaffected
schoolboy, was at work in his shirt-sleeves -on a black and white
sketch. The girl presently re-appeared and began to prepare
afternoon tea. Everyone called her Marie. A girl about 25,
dressed in black ; red-gold hair, large expressive eyes ; and a
certain intense ecstatic expression which was matched by the
low voice ; obviously a favourite model of Eckhardt's.

After tea, Lowry being laid flat on the floor in front of the
stove, she made the grave moody leader-writer of the Morning
Post, go through his tricks of catching and throwing a cushion
with his feet

Sunday, January
Marriott said that to enjoy the earth there was nothing like
following a plough at early morning. The smell of the newly
turned soil was fresh, fragrant and piquant beyond imagination.
Tuesday, February 1st.
" The Silver Fox ", by Martin Ross and E. (E. Somerville is,
within its limit, a perfect novel. The style exhibits a meticulous
care not surpassed by that of Henry James. It actually repays
a technical analysis. It is as carefully worded as good verse.
There is a reason for every comma, and the place of every pre-
position and conjunction. All prose which pretends to be
artistic should, be as meticulous as this. Yet in fact the quality
is almost unknown. Except in Henry James and Pater, I
know of no modern prose of which it can be said that the choice
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